REGILDING THE CRESCENT
than thirty years of infamous tyranny, an era in
which, to its shame, Turkey was ruled by spies
and eunuchs.    The rope had been so long that
he may be forgiven if he fondly imagined that it
would stretch a little farther.    He was an old
man, older than his years, and he fondly hoped
that the Hamidian regime would end only with
himself.   Yet surely he must congratulate him-
self that Hamid did not end with the regime that
made his name unspeakable, but that, even after
intriguing against the Constitution that he had
sworn to  uphold, he escaped   the  headsman's
block, which had claimed better kings before
him, and was permitted to end his days in a safe,
if dishonourable, retirement far from the scene of
his crimes.
What an inspiration some great historic painter
might have drawn from those last furtive council
meetings at Yildiz, held at dead of night and
with closed doors ! There sat the old autocrat,
cornered at last like a boar in his lair, and round
him his fawning courtiers, only one of whom
dared to breathe the forbidden word " Constitu-
tion," and he an aged astrologer whom, true to
a lifelong hankering after the occult sciences,
Abd-ul-Hamid held in reverence. Only a few
hours earlier, news had reached the palace of the
revolt at Monastir and Resna. Once the dread
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